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notion may be, the fact that I had traced a certain
unmistakable affinity of religious thought and feeling
between the builders of this oldest monument of
England and my own Iranian ancestors, seized
powerfully on my imagination, and from that day
Stonehenge has been an object of sanctity to me and
the place where it stands is now in my eyes the most
hallowed spot in England.

The Spring by now had well advanced and the
English countryside looked its loveliest in its new
garb of green. The trees and hedgerows were coming
into leaf and every grove and glade was literally
over-run with primroses and wood-anemones.   The
violets, which were but a week ago so shy and demure,
had now taken courage and put out their purple
heads, and on some high banks the daring spirits
among them leaned out and cast alluring glances on
the passer-by. Their simple coquetry at times quite
overcame me and in spite of my fixed resolve to leave
their charms untouched, I was often drawn irresis-
tibly to them.  Where so many and such a bevy of
beauties courted attention hi their silent way, it
required extraordinary self-restraint on my part to
be satisfied with the favours of a few. But somehow
I did manage to exercise self-restraint and never
had more than a dozen to bear me company on my
long walks. It was, however, not so much the allur-
ing charms of the English flowers as the sweet suc-
cession in which they followed each other that
appealed to me most.    The snowdrops and the
crocuses were the first to offer their spring-greetings;
then came small primroses mixing freely in happy